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He had flung away his resentment, had made the most
abject apologies and at last had made her promise to
meet him again.   She had kept him waiting twenty
minutes on this occasion, and when she did come, she
only turned the evening into a misery.   She had been
cold, had criticised his appearance, his manners, and
had made him jealous. When he had tried to kiss her,
she had laughed at him and evaded him.  Then hei
father had returned, Christmas came, and the two of
them had gone to Paris, leaving Turgis to imagine, with
a vividness and force that brought a curious mingling
of pain and pleasure, a host of scenes in which Lena
went smiling in the arms of rich and handsome French-
men and Americans. But at least he could not see her,
and so he was free for a few days to make what he could
of life by himself. He made nothing of it. He could not
forget her for a single minute. London was a jumble of
silly meaningless faces. Before he had met her he had
spent most of his leisure looking for adventures with
girls and hardly ever finding them, but now, of course,
they were offered at every turn, thrust on him, and they
had no interest at all. He tried once—a girl outside one
of the smaller picture houses had smiled at him and he
had taken her in—but it was merely dull and savourless,
like trying to eat sawdust. After that, he never bothered,
living entirely in his thought of Lena and in the memory
of those two first rapturous nights. He could not believe
—how should he?—that those two nights did not mean
as much, or nearly as much, to her as they meant to
him, and so he was ready, was eager, to see in everything
she had done since, merely so many mysterious feminine
moods, a queenly wilfulness and waywardness that
would gradually be consumed in the mounting fires of
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